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FROM RED CAVALRY 
(TRANSLATED BY VAL VINOKUROV) 


“DEAR COMRADE EDITOR. I want co write to you about some unsensing 
women who are up to no good for our cause. I put my hopes in you, 
chat you who's traveled around our nation's fronts, which you have 
taken due note of, have not overlooked the far-flung station of Fastov, 
that lies a million thousand leagues away, in a such and such a district 
in a distant land, I was there of course, drank home-brewed beer, only 
wet my whiskers not my lips. There’s a lot you can write regarding chis 
aforementioned station, but as they say in our humble abode — you can 
shovel all you want, but the master’s crap heap will still be there in the 
morning. That's why I am only going to write about what my eyes 
seen with their own hands. 

Ic was a quiet glorious little night seven days ago, when our well- 
deserved Red Cavalry transport train stopped there, loaded with fight- 
ers. All of us were burning to promote the common cause and were 
headed to Berdichev. Only thing is, we notice that our train can't man- 
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Recklessly chey grabbed the handrails, che nasty villains, they scam- 
pered over the metal roofs, frolicked, made trouble, and in each hand 
they were dragging contraband salt, up to five poods per sack. But che 
triumph of peddlerisc capical did not last long. The initiative of the 
fighters who crept our of the train made it possible for the dishonored 
authority of the railroad personnel to breathe easy. Only those of the 
female sex with cheir bags of salt remained on the premises. Taking 
pity, che fighters let some of the women inside che heated cars, but 
others they didn’t. That's how in our own railroad car of the 2™ Platoon 
two girls cropped up, and then after che firse bell here comes this 
impressive woman wich a baby and says: 

“Let me in, my gentle Cossack lads, che whole war I've been suffer- 
ing at these train stations with a baby at my breast and now I just want 
to go and meet my husband, buc because of the railroads you can’t ger 
anywhere these days, don’t I deserve a bit of help from you, my 
Cossack lads?” 

“As a matter of facr, woman,” I say to her, “whatever the platoon 
agrees, that will be your fate.” And, turning to the platoon, I prove to` 
them that here is a woman who wishes cravel to meet her husband at 
an appointed place and rhat she in fact does have a child in her posses- 
sion and so what's rhe decision then—should we let her in or not? 

“Lec her in,” the boys yell. “Once we're done, she won't be wanting 
her husband no more...” 

“No,” I say to the boys rather policely, “I beg your pardon, platoon, 
but I am surprised to hear such horse talk. Recall, platoon, your old 
lives and how you too were once babes in your mothers’ arms, and so it 
seems to me that it won't do to talk chat way...” 

And the Cossacks, having talked it through among themselves, 
scarted saying how persuasive our Balmashev was, and so they let the 
woman onto the rail car, and she climbs aboard wich gratitude. And 
every last one of them, each one sweating by the truth of my words, 
tumble all over each other to make room for her, saying: 

“Please sit down, woman, and be sweet to your baby the way moth- 
ers are, no one will touch you in that corner, and you will arrive 
untouched to your husband, just as you wish, and we depend on your 
conscience to raise a change of guard for us, because what's old gets old 
and it looks like youth is in shore supply. We've seen our share of grief, 
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woman, both when we got drafted and then | 
we were crushed by hunger and burned by cold. Buc you, good woman, 
please sit here and don't worry about a ching..." 

The third bell rang and che train shoved off, And che nice little 
night pitched ics tent, And in that cene there were star-lancerns. And 
the men remembered che Kuban nighe and che green Kuban star. And 
a tune flew up like a bird. While che wheels clartered and clactered... 

Time passed, and when che night changed its guard and the red 
drummers welcomed the dawn on their red drums, then che Cossacks 
came up to me, seeing I was sicting there sleepless and not pleased in 
the least. 

“Balmashev,” the Cossacks say co me, “why are you so displeased 
and sitting sleepless?” 

“I beg your most gracious pardon, fellow fighters, and 1 do apolo- 
gize, bur if I could just speak a few words with this citizen here...” 

And quivering head to toe, I got up from my resting place where 
sleep had run off like a wolf from a pack of nasty hounds, and I walk 
up to her and cake the baby out of her arms and rip off his diapers and 
rags, and in che diapers I see a nice fac forty-pound bag of salt. 

“Well here's an inter-resting kind of kid, comrades, it don’t ask for 
titty and ir don't wer your lap and it don't bother people when they 
sleep...” i 

“Forgive me, gentle Cossacks,” the woman cut into our conversation 
rather cold-bloodily, “wasn’t me that tricked you, it was my croubles.” 

“Balmashey will forgive your troubles for you,” I cell the woman. 
“That doesn’t cost Balmashev much, Balmashev sells che goods for 
same price he paid for them. But address yourself to the Cossacks, 
woman, che Cossacks who elevaced you as a hard-working mother of 
the republic. Address yourself ro these two girls who are crying ac pre- 
sent for having suffered under us through last nighe. Address yourself 
to our wives on the wheat fields of the Kuban, who are wearing out 
their womanly strengch without their husbands, and co the husbands, 
who are lonely too and who are wickedly forced against their will co 
have their way wich che girls crossing their path... Bur you they didn't 
touch, even though, as a matter of fact, that’s all you're good for. 
Address yourself to Russia, crushed by pain...” 

And she says to me: 
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“Pye lose my salt as it is, so Mm not afraid of dishing out a bie of 
truth. Don't give me chat about saving Russia, it's chose vids Lenin and 
Trotsky that you're saving...” 

This conversation isn’t about yids, you despicable citizen, The yids 
don’t enter into ic. And by the way, I don't know about Lenin, bur 
Trotsky is the dashing son of che Governor of Tambov, who turned his 
back on where he came from and joined the working class. Like prison- 
ers sentenced to hard labor, they're dragging us our, Lenin and Trotsky 
are, co the free road of life, while you, foul cicizen, are a worse counter- 
revolutionary than that White general waving his sharpest saber at us 
from his thousand-ruble horse. At lease him you can see, thar general 
there, from every road, and che working man has only one little dream 
= to cut him up. Buc you, dishonest citizen, with your /afer-resting 
kids who don't ask for bread and don't catch cold, you we can’t see, just 
like a flea, and so you chew on us, you chew and chew... 

And | frankly do admit chat I threw char citizen off the moving 
train and derailed her, bur she, hefty as she was, sac up, shook our her 
skirts and went on her nasty way. And seeing this unharmed’ woman, 
with all Russia around her suffering untold and the peasant fields 
without an ear of grain, and the girls all dishonored, and the comrades, 
many of whom go to che front and few of whom return, | wanted to 
jump off che train and finish her off or die trying. Bur che Cossacks 
cook pity on me and said: 

“Just use the rifle.” 

So I cook the crusty rifle down from the wall and washed that dis- 
grace from the face of the working land and the republic. 

And we, the fighters of the Second Platoon, swear before you, dear 
Comrade Editor, and before all of you, dear comrades of che editorial 
office, that we will deal mercilessly with all the traicors who are drag- 
ging us into the ditch and want to turn back the stream and cover 
Russia with corpses and dead grass. 

In the name of all the fighters of the Second Plaroon—Nikita 
Balmashev, Soldier of the Revolution.” 
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